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Say Cheese! 


Author's Notes: 

| should be upset that this is so horrible, but Nm not. Another short that | had a go at in the wee hours of 
the morning. Given that I\'m running on O hours sleep, there\'s bound to be grammatical/spelling errors. Nl 

come back and fix it when | can. Or when | want to. For now, N'm content with its sloppiness. Sorry if certain 


sentences make no sense whatsoever lol. Enjoy! 


The first toke had a slightly callow Christopher squinting with tear-brimmed eyes, murky white clouds billowing 
sparsely from his nostrils as he strove to hold his smoke. The rancid heat curled within him, a tongue of 
putrid acid that flicked at his lungs and throat. It came bursting out of fair lips in a hot billow of carbon 
exhale, lungs flattening and then expanding as they gasped for clean air. 


The bong was passed back to Ellefson, who flicked the lighter, toked, and passed the bubbler back to his 
partner, who still hadn't quite recovered from the first hit. Chris blinked at tear-blurred vision, swearing he 
saw alligator's teeth in place of the bassist's pearly whites when Ellefson grinned across the bed at him, wisps 
of pall gray smoke slithering from between the fangs. 


He pushed the strange mirage aside from his already thickening mind and took another hit. The second wasn't 
as bad as the first - he could at least choke back the verging coughing fit this time. 


"So." Was that David? Chris never remembered his voice sounding like that. "Whaddaya think?" 


Chris‘ nostrils suddenly felt flared. He could feel a surprise mudslide of mucus slipping down his naval cavity, 
threatening to pool onto his lip. He sniffed and wiped, spit and swallowed. His throat was raw. His lungs hurt. He 


almost couldn't see through the condensation in his eyes. 
Of what he could see, though, he could come to one simple conclusion: This weed was laced. 


"Whatsamatter, Chris?" Shark-toothed Ellefson leered at him from the edge of the bed. A scarlet red tongue 


slithered out from between scaled lips to slide across the gleaming rows of teeth. "Cat got your tongue?" 
"What the hell did you put in this, Junior?" Even his own voice sounded strange. 

The eyes were yellow slits. "Why? Do you feel alright?" 

The was a pause. The brunette's head tipped slowly downward to the device in his lap. 

Chris looked at the bong. The bong looked at Chris. 


The remaining weed sat in the bowl, charred, in need of a bit of packing for the next toke to be even mildly 
satisfactory (not that a novice like Chris would know that), but completely harmless. Just some herb. Shit that 
grew out of the ground. Totally cool. It didn't look laced. But then again, what the hell did he know about weed? 


He looked back up at David. Some sort of reptilian monster, topped with a Sex Pistols t-shirt and a mane of 
amber, sat in the bassist's spot. The sight would've made Chris' heart race, had he not taken two huge gulps 
of vaporized horse tranquilizer just moments ago. But beneath the hair and beyond the scales lay two yellow- 
brown irises. The pupils were diamond-shaped slits, sure - but those eyes, Chris knew those eyes. Knew them 
like the back of his hand. They were the puppy dog eyes that made him say "sure" when asked to steal a 
certain rhythm guitarists seat on a six hour flight despite undisputed consequences, the eyes that made 
words like "of course" and "I'd love to" simply tumble from his mouth unchecked when morally questionable 
opportunities like smoking weed arose on afternoons like these. And he'd be damned if they weren't telling him 


to take another hit off the bong. 


Chris shrugged and lowered his mouth to the bong, eyes slipping shut a second time. He didn't care, couldn't 
care when it's David who'd urged him to do this in the first place and he's already smoked enough to make his 
brain feel like molasses. Another hit couldn't hurt. 


The lighter snicked, a flame danced up and hot smoke was all he could feel, brushing past his lips like soft 
kisses and slinking down his throat like gasoline. As the drug worked slowly through his senses and fogged over 


his mind, he hardly even noticed a shift in the bed and the feeling of a clawed fingertip dancing across his 


shoulders... 


